
The Cult 
of the Ugly 

Dark Shadows 

Have you heard the one about the little 
old lady in Cincinnati who found Jona¬ 
thon Frid’s fangs and placed them under 
her pillow? In the middle of the night the 
good tooth fairy came and left her a pint 
of blood. 

Or how about the young woman whom 
Barnabas Collins refuses to date because 
u she isn’t his type. 

What is his type, you ask innocently? 

RH-negative. 

The above are but two of many stories 
currently circulating with the “Dark Shad¬ 
ows” audience. It’s got a huge member¬ 
ship and it’s absolutely wigged out by a 
kicky, part-funny, part-suspense, part- 
morbid gothic soap opera. Are you ready 
for that on daytime TV ???? 

“Dark Shadows” is now in its fourth 
year, but the real turning point of the 
show’s success began when Jonathon Frid 
joined the cast in 1967 as Barnabas Col¬ 
lins, Collinswood’s resident vampire, age: 
175. 

“I play the role of Barnabas as a man 
with a ‘problem,’” Jonathon told us. (To 
date there have been about two or three 
dozen “problems.”) 

“Of course, the plots are utter fantasy, 
but I act it as if I were playing some 
deathless classic. I know that some of my 
performances are dreadful but some of the 
audience get a big kick out of that. They 
love the heaviness. Others take it all very 
seriously.” 

Jonathon admits he never dreamed that 
the role would catch on with the audience 
the fantastic way it has. “I was planning 
to come out to the West Coast when this 
continued on page 87 
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Shakespearean actor Jonathon Frid 
(top left) shocks it to you as Barna¬ 
bas Collins — man with a problem. 
Barnabas and David Selby (top 
center), whose Quentin role calls 
for likeable villainy. Fans write to 
find out if Quentins sideburns (cen¬ 
ter) are really real. Even were¬ 
wolves (lower left) need a haircut 
from time to time. Michael Stroka 
(top right) doesn't really know how 
his Aristide role fits into the plot 
but he's working on it. Historical 
costume changes are frequent for 
ever-changing plot . Actress Kath¬ 
ryn Leigh Scott (right) agrees. 
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double-parking trick in the alley behind 
the shop. 

“Not what! Who! It’s that new guv 
who’s staying over at the Du Vais’ house.” 

So we all sat there looking straight 
down with our eyes sneaking little looks 
at him until finally he looked our way. I 
mean how can you avoid noticing 12 
beady little eyes on you? After a while it’s 
got to get to you. 

“He’s coining over to our table! 
Shhhhh!” We all put on as cool a look as 
we could manage, like we didn’t really 
know he was coming and all that. We’re 
good at that ’cause we’ve practiced it for 
ages on our crowd’s guys, but they don’t 
even notice anymore. 

lie wasn’t pretty-handsome. He was 
rugged-handsome. His brown hair was 
kind of choppy in the front, and his eyes 
were the darkest brown I had ever seen. 
There was a very angular line to his 
cheeks and, here’s the beauty part, he had 
a small cleft in his chin. 

Anyway, I nearly died because the only 
person he looked at was me. ME! He 
looked scf tall as he stood over me with 
his hands shoved casually into hfs pockets 
and a huge smile on his face — the kind 
of smile that goes into the cheekline. We 
all just sat there speechless. 

“Ilow do you do. I am Paul DuVal. I 
have seen you at the concert on Saturday 
evening.” His words flood over me, and 
I stutter something back. My mind was 
flipping. That rotten concert. I only went 
to please my folks. They want to “ex¬ 
pose” me to the finer things. How could 
I not have noticed a Paul DuVal! And tt> 
top it all off, my mind spins, Paul DuVal 
has a FOREIGN ACCENT! 

“May I visit you to your home when 
you have finish here?” I thought the other 
girls were going to gasp in unison at that! 
But they just sat there like stone carvings 
waiting to see how I’d handle it. They 
didn’t help any. 

“Uh, yeh. I mean, uh, yes. Yes, I’m just 
leaving, as a matter of fact.” I pushed my 
half-finished Coke away from me with a 
subtle movement, picked up my books 
and stood up. He really is tall, I noticed. 
“See ya,” I nodded, and that’s how it all 
began. 

From then on, life was totally perfect. 
I hardly had time for my fantasies. I saw 
Paul nearly all the time which, of course, 
completely destroyed my baby-sitting 
income — but who cared? Even my par¬ 
ents liked him. He had these super man¬ 
ners. He would even hold the chair for 
Mom when she sat down to dinner. Can 
you believe that? 

Paul was from Bordeaux, which is a 
town in France. His parents had agreed 
to let him visit his cousins in America. 
Sometimes we listened to records or went 
to a movie. Or we would just sit on my 
porch, and I would pick at the wicker 
twine on our porch swing (we’re that old- 
fashioned in Wrightsville). Paul would 
talk for hours about what France was like. 
He’d been to Paris many times because 
his father was in the wine business, set he 
got to travel along on business trips. With 
that flowing accent of his he made me 
feel like I was almost there myself seeing 
the Eiffel Tower, picnicking by the Seine 
river, touring the fabulous Louvre or visit¬ 
ing the Cathedral of Notre Dame. 


Paul’s descriptions were thrilling, but 
the thing I liked best about him was his 
personality. He was always polite and up, 
never moody and sarcastic like my old 
boyfriend Chip Hollister used to be when 
football practice went badly. Paul would 
bring me flowers or a small bottle of im¬ 
ported cologne for no reason at all. I saw 
what magazine stories meant by the Con-, 
tinental Touch. Corny as it sounds, it 
exists. Even at 18, Paul had more — savoir 
faire — than plain old Chip Plollister was 
going to have in his whole life. 

I’d met Paul in the autumn. Fall be¬ 
came winter and we went skiing up at 
Lake Thunder. I’d never tried to ski be¬ 
fore, but Paul had been to Switzerland so 
he was great at it. And that thick dark 
blue sweater didn’t hurt his looks any 
either. His cheeks got tanned from the 
sun reflecting off the snow. I had my own 
Jean Claude Killy. 

As spring came, we spent more and 
more of our time alone together. Paul 
didn’t like to impose on his cousin’s hos* 
pitality so we went out every weekend 
night and even started going to movies in 
other nearby towns so we wouldn’t be 
bothered by my nosy friends. In fact, I’d 
almost forgotten that Chuck Denner, Chi£> 
Hollister, Linda Chapman and the bor¬ 
ing side of Wrightsville existed. I was now 
the Marcia Scott leading the life I should 
lead. I would borrow my folk’s car (after 
all, Paul didn’t have one of his own) and I 
would go by the Du Vais’ and pick him 
up. I’d move over to let him drive but I 
didn’t move too far over. And then it 
happened. Probably the most amazing 
thing in my whole life. We were headed 
over for a movie in Fayettetown when 
Paul pulled the car off the main road and 
onto a little dirt road that gets you to a 
small picnic area. He pulled the emer¬ 
gency brake on and came around to open 
my door. 

“Marcia, I must speak with you. It is 
most important. Come here and sit.” I 
couldn’t figure out whether Paul was sad 
or angry or what but I did what he asked. 
He stood with his back to me while he 
spoke. 

“Marcia, I must say to you. I love you. 
I want us to be married.” 

I could hardly believe my ears. He 
didn’t turn around to look at me or any¬ 
thing, and I just sat there for a second 
not being able to think straight at all. 
Marry? Well, he couldn’t mean it. I was 
only 16 years old. My parents would never 
let me. Then he turned and without say¬ 
ing anything he sat down beside me and 
kissed me and held me very close. Then 
he whispered, “Do you not want that 
also?” 

Then I realized. Marrying Paul would 
make me Marcia DuVal. We would go to 
France, even to Paris, and live in one of 
those quaint old apartments just like the 
ones that all those famous writers had 
lived in. Our children would have names 
like Simone, Pierre, Claudine. We v'ould 
take trips to the Riviera or see Monaco 
where Princess Grace lived. 

Just for a minute my imagination filled 
in the luscious details. Paul and I were in 
Monaco at a little souvenir shop. Who 
should walk in but the Princess herself. 
She couldn’t help noticing that I too was 
an American. Almost before I know it. 


we’re chatting about everything that’s go¬ 
ing on back home in America and don’t I 
miss it too and isn’t France truly more in¬ 
teresting though. Small talk. Paul is letting 
us girls do all the talking, and before we 
know it, Grace (she’s begged me to stop 
calling her 'your highness’) has insisted 
that we all go for a ride oa the yacht. I 
try to decline, but she’s totally charmed 
by my knowledge of baseball. (It’s pretty 
hard not to learn about it when your fa¬ 
ther’s a baseball freak!) 

Then my mind flashed back to the pres¬ 
ent. His shaving lotion smelled wonder¬ 
ful. 

“I want to, Paul. But how?” 

Paul smiled his great grin. I could see 
beads of perspiration on his forehead even 
though it was almost dark by now. 

“I will attend to that. We will drive to 
the other state. There is no law there.” I 
guess he understood my look of confusion 
because he added, “Do not worry. It will 
be very good.” lie held my face between 
his two hands and kissed me again. 

That night home in my bed I went over 
and over the whole thing again. It was 
wonderful. It was terrible. It was leaving 
everything I’d ever known behind me. It 
was all my fantasies coming true. I could 
finish school in Europe. After all, they 
have schools there too. Paul would ar¬ 
range it all. He really was so sweet. If I 
said no, I would never have a chance 
again. 

My parents would be upset for a while 
’cause I was so young, but after all. Mom 
did like him so they’d get over it after a 
little time. And it would be so exciting for 
them to get thick letters from me in 
France. Why, my brother would be grate¬ 
ful just to get the stamps! Of course, for 
the time being, my wedding was going to 
be Paul’s and my secret. Thank heaven I 
didn’t see the girls every day like I used 
to. They’d have gotten it out of me for 
sure. They’d die when they did hear 
about it. 

Then, having worked it all out in my 
head, I fell asleep with visions of side¬ 
walk cafes on the Champs Elysees and a 
cozy bungalow in Montmartre. 

The next few days I played it very cagy. 
I was maybe a little quicker about doing 
my chores but not so it would worry any¬ 
one. I hadn’t seen Paul since Saturday. He 
said he would be busy finding a place for 
our honeymoon. He wanted it to be per¬ 
fect. Naturally, that meant a place as far 
away from Wrightsville as you could 
drive. And I guessed he was also check¬ 
ing on passports and airline fees and all 
those other things you have to do in order 
to “live abroad.” I figured he wanted it to 
be a surprise for me. But I already knew 
from a friend of Paul’s cousins that Paul’s 
visa would expire this summer. So nat¬ 
urally we’d have to leave the States (I 
rolled the phrase over on my tongue). I’d 
have a surprise for him too: All my French 
classes with Mrs. Buckle (who’? about as 
French as a Russian gym teacher) had not 
fallen on totally deaf ears. I could carry on 
a good conversation if all you talked about 
was “Where are the tables, pens, pen¬ 
cils” and things like that. But in the last 
couple of days I’d been drilling like crazy 
so I’d be ready. 

continued on page 96 
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DARK SHADOWS 
continued from page 40 

opportunity came along. I figured the vam¬ 
pire job would last about three weeks so 
I’d postpone my trip a bit. Gradually, 
though, the mail started building, and be¬ 
fore I knew it, I was a regular. I worried 
that I might get tired of the role, but 
there’s such variety in the plot that there’s 
always a fresh challenge. 

“The real difficulty of this part is the 
fangs. I can’t talk with them in, so 
whenever I have to bite, the writers give 
the poor victim a speech long enough to 
give me time to get the fangs put in. 

“On one occasion the camera did not 
focus in close enough on the victim. There 
I was over on the side of the picture put¬ 
ting in my fangs. It was a harbor scene 
where I bite the victim, and then she falls 
off the edge of the dock into the sea. Well, 
the sad thing about my accidentally being 
in camera view was that the girl got 
soaked the first time we ran through it. So 
there we were, needing to reshoot and no 
way to replace her costume. As I remem¬ 
ber it, we ended up putting a lot of fog 
around us on the second filming. I think 
that covered up the fact that she was 
drenched before she was drowned.” 

Jonathon explains the popularity of Dark 
Shadows” by saying, “Everyone likes spook 
stories. Yet isn’t it interesting that the 
young generation digs Victorian gothic 
melodrama, which is what ‘Dark Shadows 
is?” 

Another appeal of the show is that it is 
constantly changing, bringing in new char¬ 
acters and weaving them into the com¬ 
plicated plots. For example, recently a 
character named Aristide simply appeared 
one day in the show. No one explained 
where he came from or anything, and when 
’TEEN spoke with actor Michael Stroka, 
lie commented that the writers themselves 
hadn’t decided on where Aristide fit in. 
He just sprang full-grown into the plot. 
The Aristide character is a villain, and 
according to Michael, villains are not new 
roles for him. “I’ve had parts either as vil¬ 
lains or as anti-establishment types. I’ve 
never played the boy next door. I don’t 
know why.” And just in case you haven t 
seen good ol’ D.S. lately, Aristide is a very 
handsome villain. 

Another attractive villain is “Quentin,” 
who joined the show in 1968. Here’s how 
actor David Selby describes him: “Quen¬ 
tin is a genteel villain. He’s very strong- 
willed, stubborn and independent. He’ll 
lie in order to get his way. I try to do him 
with a little sympathy, to show that he 
cares about a few of the other characters 
on the show, such as the boy, Jameson. He 
also likes women. 

Michael Stroka, a fairly new member, 
admits “Dark Shadows” has changed his 
life. “I’d always been a ‘struggling actor’ 
until this happened. Of course, I have to 
get up at 6:30 in the morning, which is 
something new for me. I’m basically a 
night person,” Michael explained. 

When not working on a script, Michael 
likes to read, skydive, fence, go to movies 
and listen to music (his favs are Aretha 
Franklin, Lou Rawls, as well as opera and 
classical music). 

“All of the “Dark Shadows” stars ’TEEN 


interviewed have had thorough training in 
acting. Jonathon Frid got interested in act¬ 
ing while in the Canadian Navy. A friend 
of Ills wanted to be an actor and encour¬ 
aged Jonathon to try it too. To prepare for 
his career, Jonathon studied at the Royal 
Academy of Dramatic Arts in England, 
appeared with the Toronto Shakespeare 
Festival and then attended the Yale Dra¬ 
ma School as well. 

He has appeared in many Shakespeare 
plays and done Broadway and television 
acting as well. Needless to say, he was 
prepared for the challenge of a daily show. 

Although this is the first television show 
David Selby’s ever done, he was also very 
well trained. When he first went to col¬ 
lege, he majored in business, and his 
grades were terrible. Then he switched to 
acting, and the whole picture changed. He 
even went on to graduate school at South¬ 
ern Illinois University, where he studied 
and taught. 

It took only a couple of weeks for Da¬ 
vid to land the role as Quentin. He was 
studying at Actors Studio in New York 
when a friend told him about an agent. 



A full moon may make you think of love , 
but it sure doesnt move Quentin that way. 


The agent sent him to audition for the 
casting director. He got the part. How’s 
that for perfect timing? 

Michael Stroka is another case in point. 
He studied drama at the Carnegie Insti¬ 
tute of Technology in Pittsburgh, but af¬ 
ter graduating, success didn’t just rush up 
to meet him. Before making it as an ac¬ 
tor, he had these varied jobs: water ski 
instructor, maitre d’ at a restaurant, black¬ 
jack dealer in Las Vegas and manager of 
a radio station. In other words, he took 
kind of a roundabout trip to the “Dark 
Shadows” set. 

How long will the “Dark Shadows” 
epidemic last? The odds are quite awhile 
longer. After all, it’s one of a kind, and 
that’s pretty hard to find on TV these 
days. Secondly, it’s educational. How 
many people would learn so well, so fast, 
where the jugular vein is located? Why, it 
could become a teaching aid for science 
classes! Makes your neck tickle just to 
think about it, doesn’t it? 

But c’mon, if we can put men on the 
moon, surely there’s room for just one little 
vampire in school. Doesn’t that make any 
sense at all? No!!!!! 


STUDENTS GO “SKIN”-NY 
continued from page 56 

lazy j'ust 'cause you have to redo your 
makeup either! Chances are pretty good 
that oily skin means oily hair too. To keep 
scalp oil off of your face, always, always 
shampoo often. Tiy using a conditioner 
for oily hair and you might get double 
results ... a dryer face plus scalp. To help 
loosen blackheads, use cleansing grains 
twice a week. Medicated foundations that 
are water based (instead of oil) will keep 
your skin in steady shape. 

Toward the end of the complexion 
clinic, Dean Growls noticed some Worry 
Warts breaking out in class. Some of the 
girls were really upset ’cause their skin 
didn’t fit in any group. So the Dean pre¬ 
pared a special session on Combination 
Skin, which is part dry and part oily. If 
this is your prob, you’ll be able to tell by 
that annoying oily patch over the fore¬ 
head, nose and chin combined with a dry 
or normal condition around eyes and 
cheeks. What to do: In-betweeners must 
treat skin separately — almosts like two 
faces! 

Suddenly as the Beauty Clinic was near¬ 
ing the end of the term. Dean Growls 
found out that a group on campus was 
protesting against the clinic. Skin treat¬ 
ment wasn’t working for some sad-skinned 
souls. The girls complained of itchiness 
and skin that felt like sandpaper. No mat¬ 
ter how hard they practiced skin shape- 
up, they just couldn’t take facing a mirror. 
The teachers were stuck. What went 
wrong? At a special skin Summit Meeting 
the Dean decided to bring in a specialist 
from outside the gates. And sure enough, 
the dermatologist (that’s a skin doctor) 
solved the problem. He explained that the 
girls were probably suffering from an al¬ 
lergy. That’s a super-sensitivity to some 
type of food or cosmetic ... or maybe both. 

Calm returned to the campus once the 
Allergic Riot subsided. Everyone was ex¬ 
cited ’cause they were achieving sensa¬ 
tional skin shape and using proper treat¬ 
ment too! As a final report, Dean Growls 
gave a close-up on cleansers. Cleaning is 
crucial — and since there are so many 
kinds of cleansers to choose from, the girls 
wanted to know the difference between 
the products. 

The Dean explained that the “cleanser” 
group included creams, lotions and soaps. 
All these products help to keep skin clean, 
but don’t forget about oil based makeup. 
Water cannot remove oil, so always use a 
cream or lotion if you like using soap. 
The second skin product group is the 
toners. Both astringents and fresheners are 
called toners. An astringent is used to 
tighten pores and to give deep cleaning. 
(Great for oily skin.) Fresheners are bet¬ 
ter for normal and dry skin. They do their 
job by removing excess surface dirt and 
giving the skin stimulation. 

As the super skin class ended for the 
school year. Dean Growls made a surprise 
announcement. The girls would never have 
to plan another escape because the Beauty 
Clinic would return next year! And as the 
story is told, the girls left that far away 
school with smiling faces for the first time 
— and in super great shape lived happily 
ever after. <JJ) 
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